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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


O Bowling — — Mr. Jonxsroxx. 
Chip — — — Mr. WaAsppr. 
Rivers — — — Mr. TownsznD. 
Buſy — — — Mr. SMO. 
Drunken French Gaoler — Mr. FARLEx. 


Monſieur Machine — _ Mr. WiLps. 
| AND 
Fanny — — — Mrs. Martyr, 


Countrymen and Women, French and Engliſh 
Soldiers, Saitors, &c. &c. 


Meſſrs. Abbot, Linton, Gray, Street, Dyke, 
Smith, Hawtin, Curties, Coombs, Noble, &c. Mrs. 
Henley, Mrs. Gilbert, Med. Caſtelle, Leſerve, Fol. 
lett, Watts, Lloyd, G. Walcup, Burnett, Iliff, &c. 
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THE RAFT: 


BOTH SIDES OF THE WATER. 


SCENE I. 


A Kitchen in Cui r's Houſe. He _—_ * 


arm chair. 
Enter FANNY. 


{She looks at her father, and exclaims.) 


ANG me, if the ſun has not been up theſe two 
hours, and father faſt aſleep yet. Ah, Saint 
Monday | Saint Monday ! it's always the caſe with 
him after club-night, fit for nothing the next 
morning, Many's the time when mother was alive, 
I've ſtole out to meet my ſweetheart, leaving him 
in this ſituation. Poor Patrick! he is now at ſea, 
or in ys it's a = pity we ſhould ever be 


parted. 


BALLAD— 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


O. Bowling — — Mr. Jonxsroxx. 
Chip — — — Mr. Wavy. 
Rivers — — — Mr. TownsEnD. 
Buſy — — — Mr. StuMons. = 
Drunken French Gaoler — Mr. FARLEx. 
Monſieur Machine — Mr. Wiuvps. 

| AND 
Fanny — — — Mrs. Maxrrs, 


Countrymen and Women, French and Engliſh 
Soldiers, Sailors, &c. &c. 


Meſſrs. Abbot, Linton, Gray, Street, Dyke, 
Smith, Hawtin, Curties, Coombs, Noble, &c. Mrs. 
Henley, Mrs. Gilbert, Med. Caſtelle, Leſerve, Fol- 
lett, Watts, Lloyd, G. Walcup, Burnett, Iliff, &c. 


THE RAFT: 


BOTH SIDES OF THE WATER. 


SCENE LI. 


A Kitchen in CnIT's Houſe. He — ä 
arm chair, 


Enter Fax xx. 
{She looks at her father, and exclaims.) 


ANG me, if the ſun has not been up theſe two 
hours, and father faſt aſleep yet. Ah, Saint 
Monday | Saint Monday ! it's always the caſe with 
him after club-night, fit for nothing the next 
morning. Many's the time when mother was alive, 
I've ſtole out to meet my ſweetheart, leaving him 
in this ſituation, Poor Patrick! he is now at ſea, - 
or in r it's a . pity we ſhould ever be 


parted. 


BALLAD— 
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BALLAD— FAN Nr. 


Sweet the ſouthern breege was blowing, 
When to meet my love I flew, 
Features ſmiling, boſom glowing, 
Nought but happineſs in view; 
My eyes of joy then drank their fill, 
While wooing tinkled the glaſſy rill. 


II. 


The voice of love, like morning cheering, 
Wakes creation to delight, 
Noon-tide zephyr, 'tis endearing, 
Silver ſweet it ſounds at night; 
Who'd not of love then drink their fill, 
While wooing tinkles the glaſſy rill? 


Chip. 


K 
Gbip. Heigho! y Fanny made à good 
job of it laſt night, hit the right nail on the head. - 
Fumy. How ſo, father, wasn't you tipſy t 

Chip. Yes, but who wouldn't get drunk in a good 
cauſe? twas a meeting of Oid England's defenders; 
the Navy was our toaſt, and damme! I ſwallow'd it 
as long as my hand could carry the liquor to my 
lips, and we'd a jolly jorum io drink it in; 

Fanny. There father, none would refuſe to join 
you---but any news of O*Bowling's ſhip, i is s my 
ſweetheart really taken priſoner ? 

Chip. Yes, I told you he was; they hammer'd on 
but ſcurvily this laſt cruiſe, fell in with ſuperior 
force, ſcorn'd to run, 1 while _ a ſplinter 
ſtanding, but at laſt 

Fanny. Numbers overpower'd them---poor fellow! 
what would I not endure to obtain his releaſe, or 
ſhare his miſery ? 

Chip. Nothing, don't mind them, I've nail'd 
another ſuitoror for you, a man with money, and 
that you know we want. O Bowling's a brave fel- 
low to be ſure, but no more to compare to he, than 
the ſmalleſt brad to a ten-penny nail---here he 
comes—Oh ! no, it's the young ſquire on a mooting 
exhibition. | 


Enter 13 


Ah, . on the right ſcent, popping at the birds 


to keep your hand in proper order, 
Rivers, 


Ker 


Rivers. Les, but we muſt ſoon leave them un- 
diſturb'd for nobler game: the repelling a daring. 
enemy, exchange our ſmall ſhot for bullets, trans- 
form our fowling pieces to firelocks, and evince 
2 Briton can as bravely pluck the laurels of victory 
from the heights of peril, as blend with induſtry 
the olive · branch of peace; but I call'd on you rela- 
tive to ſome repairs, we ſhall want your aid at the 
Manor-Houſe, | 

Chip. Glad on it —chiſſel, hatchet, plane and ſaw, 
all at your ſervice. Ecod ] I'm thinking a corps of 
us tight old oak-ſticks wou'dn't make a bad - fhiver 
de freeze againſt the enemy, we'd plane Mounſeer 
to a ſhaving, could ſo chip, cut and hammer our 
way among 'em ; let but the meeting take place on 
Saint Monday, and damme, what a fine ſhop-full 
of tools would rattle about their nappers, ſpeciouſy 
if the hen birds were in danger, 

Rivers, Ah! maſter Chip, there is the main- 
ſpring of every daring effort, love, and our country. 

Fanny. Both inſpire me, for I love my Patrick, 
and Old England ſo well, I'd fight for one, and die 
for t'other. 

Chip. That's right, I like your fighting very. 
well, Fanny, but don't much like the party you'd 
be ſecond to. Why lord, fir, the lad's a priſoner ! 

Rivers. Then reward his ſufferings when he is 
releas'd---the hardſhip of captivity 1s ſufficient, don't 
add diſappointment to misfortune. 


Enter 


(9) 


Euer Bus r with a Newſpaper. 


Buſy, Aye, here it is pat as a paragriph, threat 
upon threat, invention ftretching after invention— 
we were to have been balloon baited ſome time paſt 
— but they've dropp'd thoſe caſtles in the air—and 
now we muſt all be ground to powder by the work- 
ing wheels of theſe damn'd long-winded nine miles 
off to-be-diftinguiſhable water mills. | | 

Rivers, Dann Nr in + idea, Ca urns up 
the flage] 

Chip. A pretty ſtick for timber that, eh Maſter 
Buſy. But you take no notice of my daughter 
the Gemman girl I ſpoke to you about. 

Buſy. Scarce time to attend to courtſhip now— 
all in a buſtle—have fifty ſchemes to ſerve my 
country. Was you at the noiſy club—did you 
hear my ſpeech laſt night ? 

Chip. Yes, but I didn't underſtand a word on't. 

Buſy. My exordium was fine on taking the chair 
II regret, ſays I pathetically, my friend Wiggons 
is not here ; but if he was preſent, I'm certain he'd 
make a handſome apology for his abſence. Your 
daughter is a fine girt—neat article—great mind to 
open the budget of my affections—thall we 2 
the cauſe ? 

Fanny. No, Sir, a ; debate is ara A+ when 


the bill 1s 
_— B Buſy. 


5 610) 


Buſy. Umph ! what does ſhe mean by that, ſhe's up 
to a thing or two—ſo | is every body now-a-days— 
nothing but talking goes down; and a filent man 
is as great a rarity now, as a ſilent woman ug'd to 
Fay. My loquacity ſhall be no interruption to 
yours, you may depend upon it. 

Buſy. Thank ye; we great ſpeakers are ruin'd 
if we're. interrupted, Bleſs me ! (looking at his 
watch) Miſs Chip, good morning; will do myſelf 
the honor, in my next maiden \ ſpeech, to mention 
your united beauties ; ; am now tax'd for time—or, 
why Chip—you're quite dumb, gaping at my,ora- 
tory, like a raw country, bumpkin at St. Dunſtan's 
dial. 

[Chip and Buſy turn up the Stage addreſſing Rivers. ] 

Fanny, So—tlius father treats. my poor Patrick 
in diſtreſs, marry, this chattering jay I will not. 
Patrick's regimentals when a drummer-boy in the 
militia are yet in the bouſe, two to one but they'll 
fig me, it will be worth the trial. I, ſhall be an eye 
witneſs, of my country's protectors, and perhaps ſhare 
their glory, at all events till his return, my diſ- 


guiſe will at leaſt diſplay affection. [ Exit, 


Buſy. No knowing when and where they'll land 
though Maſter Rivers. | 

Rivers No matter—let them attempt it. Old 
England's, bull-dogs not only bark loud but bite 
hard when an enemy approaches; once rous'd 'tis 
| not 


„ 


not the blood thirſtineſs of tigers or ſputtering of 


monkies can appeaſe them. 
Ti 


SONG.—Rivags. 
Now proud vaunting Gaul, full of! vapour and deal, 
Inflated, determines to give the world laws, ; 9 0 
With heart and with hand to protect Britain's coaſt, 
We tharch on to conquer, or die incher cauſe ; 
volunteer it to glory with true patriot fire, 


And this is the watch- word our corps ſhall inſpire, 


« Britons ſtrike home, revenge your country's 
wrongs.” 


II. 


Invaſion may threaten, mid hoſtile alarms, 
Bellona deſtruction waft o'er with her breath, 
The trumpet that ſummons Britannia to arms, 

Is the herald of conqueſt, of glory or death; 
Their tri. colour'd flag, vain they ſtrive to advance, 


Arm to arm, and we'll ſcatter the legions of France. 
For every Briton's ſong ſhall be, 
* Oh, give me death, or liberty.” 


B 2 III. The 
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III. 


The bright page of truth, Britain's glories proclaim, 
The worth of our forefathers valour inſpires, 


Like them let us on to the ſummit of fame, 


And prove our veins worthy the blood of our fires; 
On ſhore, as at ſea, daring ardour diſplay, 
Howe, Duncan, St.Vincent, have taught us the way. 
“Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
* Britons never will be ſlaves !” 


SCENE 


t 663 


SCENE II. 


The French Coaſt. Outſide of a Fort or Priſon. Cen- 
tinels at the Door. Several French Peaſants and Ar- 
tizans are ſeen ccming down the Hills with Implements 

following Mons1euR MACHINE, bearing a Model 


of their Raft defigned for the Ixvaston or 
EXGLAND. 


\ AIR and CHORUS—Macmus, French 
| Artizans, &c. 


From Paris come, we ave bring de news, 
Will tickle de heart fo ſweet, 
De grand proje& me vid rapture views, 
Dat trow de foe at our feet ! 
Wid our fa, ſa, ſa, we de world command. 
De fille vid ha! ha! ha! 
So ve dance, fing and laugh, 
Vive le nation quaff, 
Et le fortune de la guerre, 
Wid a tin, tin, tin, and a tan, tan, tan, tan, 
And a tin, tin, tantamarre, 
Ve dance, fing and laugh, 
Vive le nation quaff, 
Et le fortune de la guerre. 
| Gn 


II. Let 


— — 
. 
* 


(4 


II. 


Let us bave our way, and our temper mild, 
As good humour ever bred, 
But contradict, and vid anger wild, 
Begar, we frown you dead ; 
Wid our fa, ſa, ſa, we de vorld command, 
De fille vid ha! ha! ha! 
So ve dance, &c. &c. 


Mach. Ah, hah, bon fortune ce tems ci! dis will 
do—good luck dis time. 


Enter Daunuazn Gaokae, with Baſket of Wine. 


Ab, hah ! Monſier lock and key, bon jour, warm 


weader this morning. 
Gaoler. Ouy I'Soliel, de fn, ſo hot,---l have been 


in de 

Machine, Yes, 1 perceive you have been in de 
ſun ſure enough. Hear of the grand project? dis 
is de ting, my own invention, carries von, two, tree 
hundred touſand ſoldier, artillery, baggage, fail 
along like great big kracker in de water, wind fair, 
{mooth ſea, all ready, vant nothing but de pilot. 

Gaoler. Pilot! ah hah ! charmant! I fall get you 


von! mon priſoner, very pretty pilot de Anglois, 
here 


( 2g ) 
here he lies (pointing to the door of the priſon) ſoon as 


I deliver dis to the commandant, vil examine him, 
muſt deliver dis, have got my load you ſee. 
Machine. Ouy, you ave got your load, peſte ! tis 
ſo heavy dat you ftagger under it, bon jour, muſt 
ſhew all de vorld mon grand invention. I ſhall be 
adore, be idolize, honours of de Pantheon, vive-la 
grand machine ! ab, hah! 
[ Exit, with many French, Men and Women following: ] 
Gaoler. All ready but de pilot, diable ! mon pri- 
ſoner de pilot, want to run away, pilot himſelf to 
de door, no, no, me ſtop his navigation, he'know 
de Englis Coaſt, Irith Channel, every ting, me vill 
perſuade him, offer him de libertie, de bon liquer, 
dat ſhall perſuade, good wine, dat will make ſpeak. 
Promiſe great ting, make him ſay Ouy, ſet de 
grand machine in motion, den I have de idolize, 
de adore, de Pantheon, ha ha! vill go drink vid 
my priſonier, till he ſa drunk he can't ſtand 
directly. | 
[ Exit into the priſon. 


« 16 ) 


SCENE III. 
Inſide of the Fort. 


[ Fug of water md brown Bread. 0 Bowling diſco- 
vered endeavouring with his knife to ſaw off his fetters.] 


 O-BowLI1XxG. 


Oh! {/ghbs) To the divell I pitch all priſons, ex- 
cept a pretty girls arms, and there in my dear 
Fanny's I don't care how long I'm confin'd. T've 
tried three times to eſcape out of this hole, and 
that plainly ſhews I don't like it, and becauſe I was fo 
fond of being free, they've fetter'd me here like a 
felon againſt my will; this knife is as pretty a ſaw, 
as ever ſplit a deal aſunder, it has knocked theſe 
dirty irons clean in two, {they fall off and now if J 
could but crawl like a cat, or fly like a bird, I'd 
bid good bye to yonder grating if I broke my neck 
at parting. I know little Cocoa the yankee doodle 
captain can't have fail'd yet, and if I can but get 
on board him, {opening of the priſon door heard). 
—Ah! by the powers here's ould Mounſeer Black- 
muzzle, what ſhall I do wid my irons, {conceals 
them )—there I'll take to my bed! now I'm faſt as 
a church, let him wake ine if he can, [lays dotun as if 


aſleep. / 


Enter 


(Cann) ) 


* „ 
0 ,4 _ 1 . EY 1 mo * 
4 {3 3 : . . „ * * ” 
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Gaoler. Ab! mon priſonier, what faſt elle 
bring” ſometing will wake you, didble! Hollba—to 
Hike him go wid us over ſeas, I vill ſoon make him 
half ſeas over, open von, two, ttee bottle, dat open 
his heart; Holloa ! mon priſoniet ! _ 

O'Bew. Arrah ! be azey---why will you tat a 
jontleman in his Humbers? don't you ſee Fir "nr 
aſleep.” 

Gaoler. Pefte! what do I ſee, your iron d. 
if I had not come ſo re 1 1 Were he 
undone. 

O. Bow. Fait! that's what I wanted to be, orl 
ſhould not have tried ſo hard. [afide. 

Gaoler. How you knock dem off, tell a me? yotir 
fetters I ſay. 

Bow. Aye, by my ſoul, they | are off. ſure 
enough. 

Gaoler. Who have aſſiſt you, tell a me, peſte! 
vat is all dis? 

O Bow. How the devil ſhould 1 know- - by my 

ſout but ſome ſpalpeen of a French foreigner ot 
other has ſtole 'em off my legs, while I was taking 
a nap. 

Gaoler. Stole---pooh ! ſtole your Hes AM 
hah! you fay you yant to get out of dis place ? 

Of Bow. If you pleaſe, I'd take my leave as the 


moſt particular fayor. | | 
| 2 Gaoler. 


(38) 

Gaoler. 1 vant a favor too---one good turn de- 
ſerves anoder, we a little, ſet OS take a dee 
bumper. 

O. Bow, Arrab! this is a * * wi ſure enough 
"hn s home to me and a halter to you, and may 
we both live ſoon to ſee it! 

Gaoler. Dat's good come anoder bumper to dat. 
0. Bor. By my ſoul! he wants to make me as 
muz as himſelf. He's ſtaggering. I'll ſham it, and ſee 
if I can't kick up his heels compleatly. Come fill— 
fill t'other jorum, my jewel, to our better 3 


Ance. 


Gaoler. You ſhall have to'der j Pony, ad better 
acquaintance. 


0. Bow. T'other jorum I've got. but better ac- 
gvaintance I muſt go ſomewhere elſe for. What 
is your favor? 

, Gaoler. A trifle—nothing at 1 very good 
pilot, Anglois—de floating camp want two, tree— 
great many of your deſcription—we invade your 
country—you give de aſſiſtance, dat ve may—— _ 

_0* Bow. Be damn'd—heave a whole cable's length 
out of my wake, you lubber, or if I don't capſize 
you, may , whiſkey be, my ..poifon. Betray my 
country! may the band wither that lifts it firſt 
againſt it; and the black heart that formed the 
a . find a fair harbour to caſt anchor i in. 

: Gaoler. Attendezvous. Ab hah! you angry 
it be good joke, dats all- atean notbing, ve no 


quarrel. He not drunk enough yet, me vill tap 
toder 


( ug ) 
toder bottle. ade. Come ſhake hand -von merry 


joke, Monfieur—dats all, attempts io ſhake hands 
with O! Bowling, flaggers paſt him.) 

O*Bows, | Fait ! he rolls about Hxe am empty bur- 
rel in a full ſea, I'll try to compoſe him a little, 
and then let but one of bis eyes wink, and he'll 
find mine both wide open. Come, Mounſeer, if 
you'll join in a chorus by drinking to it, I'Il fing 


you as pretty a duty as ever ſet an ons to . 


SON G--OBomuane..; 00 l 
I'm an Iriſhman born, and as pretty a youth, 
As ever bawl'd whack, or the ſweet Gramachree, 
In a drop of the creature I always found truth, 
And a drop u of the creature's the true drop for me 5 
| Whatever you think, | | 
Then drink, honey drink, 
In our er * we eh we. —_ agree, 
” 2 od * ae. | 
In a band a of wind, when our canvas goes ay 
And the maſts, juſt _ curve are ape ſhort in 
two, f 
426 0 troubles would ſaell e out my ould pedlar 8 pack, 
Ate approaching to n us, why, what ſhould 
we dof-:.. | 
Arrah, vidid 45 you | think? 
Why drink, honey drink, 
And blind to all danger, we have none in view. 
| III. Friends 
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Friends ard fedlhip the bal moſt ety ap- 
22 proves. | 
I ne er bids the _ of kris go wee: 

Jo he ſure, and it an't a ſweet conſort ta love, 

And "OY the. fond heart like a ſhip in the deep; 
Then joy, never think, | 
But drink, honey drink, 

Till ill humour dead drunk; and ſuſpicion aſleep. 

( During the Jong he keeps plying the Gaoler with liquor, 
who falls inſenfibly aſleep in his chair.) 

Of Bow. By the powers he has dropt off. his 
perch, and now to try how to get out of this damn'd 
lock up houſe. By the powers he has left the door 
open. A piſtol! fait I have'nt handled one ſo long, 
that I ſhould like to take a little playful pop or two 
at him. Avaſt, Patrick! in the heat of action 
honor commands you to pull the trigger, but na- 
tive - humanity prevents your deſtroying even an 
onemy in cool blood. Ubboboo] how the porpus 
ſnores—I muſt crowd canvaſs, or if he wakes it is 
all over with one of us. Softly, there, I thank you 
for all favors here's the legacy I leave behind {pur- 
ting the fetters on the Gaoler, ) you ſhall be my banker, 
and now I'll keep a running account with you. 
Good-bye, Mounſeer - Snore-away.; and if you 
dream of an Engliſh Pilot, you'll be. fure ſoon ta 

Wo ſee 


( 21 ) 

ſee Him in the Triſh Channel. (Opens the door of the 
priſon—as he is proceeding through it a fi d bayonet ap- 
pears, and French Centinel with muſquet, Gc. ruſhes on.) 
What, another of you.' Then here goes, a ran- 
dom ſhot often does execution. I muſt break 
the line, and the day's my own, Fires. 
Centinel falls. Of Bowling eſcapes. Gaoler wakes.) 

"Gabler, Oh, morbleu ! vat is alt dis. Where are 
you—fire, ſmoke, kil—E loſe mon priſoner I lofe 
de liquer—1 lofe' my friend---T loſe my legs. Oh 
dear, I am very much hurt-—it is all over mid me 
do ſhall toſe 2 [Exit dragging off Centinel. 


£3 43+ 


SCENE Iv. Rocky County, 
Euer Rivens. 

Rivers, All near the 4 coalt ſeems in unuſuat 
agitation ; whatever may be the cauſe, a ſteady in- 
trepidity marks every feature of my countrymen. 
] have view'd from our heights the buſtle of troops 
and artillery. My arm may be wanting to complete 
the corps, and I aſk no other ſpur to action. 
{ Drum beats n } A drum. Some W e 


perhaps. 
Emer F ANY. greſt as a. Drummer Boy. 


Fanny. (Singing * And conquer the world with , 
row, dow, dow,” 
Rivers, 


( 22 ) 


Rivers, Well, my little row dow, what news ? 
On what road have you been heating your little 
drum-ſticks? _ 

Fanny. On the road you ought to have taken, a 
march to glory, to encounter an enemy if one dare 
attack us, or {mile at their rome? if they dare 
not. 

| Rivers. Bravo! my little hero! then beat up for 
a few volunteers, and follow me. Intrepidity is the 
firm phalanx of Britons, which, link'd with unani- 
mity, can ne'er be broken. | [ Exit. 
| Famy. Thus diſguiſed, I'm ſure dad won't know 
me. If we ſhould meet, Ill for once be inſincere, 
ſwear a ſoldier was my father, a knapſack my cradle, 
and a tent my toilet; pooh! 1 mean a ſuttling 
booth my ſchool, and a drum- major my ſchool- 
maſter. 


SONG Faxxx. 
A Britiſh ſoldier is my dad, 
The couch of eaſe diſdaining, 
And I a true born Britiſh lad, 
Like him, live by campaigning; 
Dad makes the enemy retreat, 
His ſon and heir, I've fame in view, 
He ne'er was conquer d, I ne'er beat; 
For when alarms, 
Loud call to arms, 


I beat a rub-a-dub, and a rat-tat-too. 
II, Like 


(ag 7} 


II. 


Like dad, from love I never fly, 
Its joys are ſo inviting, 
He loves Old England, fo do I, 
And glory take delight in; 
A hero's name, old dad enjoys, 
His ſon and heir, I've fame in view, 
And in the battle make ſome noiſe ; 
For when alarms, 
Loud call to arms, 


I beat a rub-a-dub, and a rat-tat-too. 
8 [Exit. 


Enter O*'Bow1l1xG. 


O*'Bow. Oh! hubbubboo!. hubbubboo! Here 
I am on dry ſhore at laſt, wet to the ſkin with ſwim- 
ming after it. I was ſo overjoy'd at ſeeing the fight 
of my ſweet Fanny's village, that I couldn't wait 
till they hoiſted out the long-boat. By my ſoul but 
Mounſeers great big porpus of a floating camp, I 
learn, is coming over after all. Oh! a pleaſant voy- 
age to them, it will make the fortune of a hundred 
poppet ſhew-men, at leaſt. ( Huzzaing without } Fait ! 
but here comes a fine poſſee of my townſmen, tho 


they're 


bulk fo large, that they were oblig'd to empty all 


. G4 
they're all Engliſhmen by diſtraction, and a little 
drummer boy beating them to quarters. 


Enter Faxxy and Peaſants, ſome with wives and 
children, mm guns, Jem, Sc. 


Fanny. My patrick releaſed ! Oh happineſs 
But for a while Pll diſguiſe my feelings---be his 
comrade in the hour of danger, ſhare in his fatigues, 
and die or conquer by his fide. _ 

O*Bow. 1 don't ſee my Fan among 'em, tho' 
no matter, Fll watch carefully the enemy's wake, 
that ſhe, ſweet ſoul, may ſleep in ſafety. L 


Enter Bus v, with a Teleſcope, followed by Cate, Se. 


Buſy. I've ſeen it · I've ſeen it---a floating iſland 
half as big as our own, Oh! I wiſh I'd a ſpeech 


from Gulliver or Munchauſen, ready cut and dry on 


this occaſion. The world's wide foreſt of _— 
trees. 

Chip. A foreſt! where did they find hands to cut 
down all that timber? Damme! but a great num- 
ber of Mounſeers muſt have thrown the hatebet. 

O* Bow. Lend me your 7u/ly-fcoop——ſtand out af 
the way, and Pl! deſcribe it. Pl tell you what it 
is—it's a head that has got no- it's a great big 


ttle 
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the Spaniſh ſprings, French fountains and Dutch 
dams into the fea, to float it in—it's like a hundred 
thouſand things that—it is like—by my ſoul there's 
nobody knows what it's like. [A cannon heard. 

Buſy. They're at it—now's the time to make a 
fine ſpeech ——Engliſhmen and Soldiers-----Neigh- 
bours — 

O* Bow. Pooh---ſtand out of the way my fix foot 
neighbour, as there's no milantary man among ye, 
I' juſt heave out a little flack jaw and lead you on. 
Boy, beat the drum and call 'em all rank and file, 
larboard and ſtarboard under our lee. [ Drum beats 
various characters, with implements of defence. Enter 
PATRICK, ranges them as they come on, and heads them.] 
Ladies and gentlemen, obſerve me, look at your 
admiral---general I mean. Ladies, ladies, by my 
ſoul! but the women are the moſt eager for it after 
all---beautiful ladies, be ſo obliging as to fall back 
and let the gemmen line the front, Dinnis, IIl rap 
your toes if you don't ſtand quiet---give me that 
muſquet, Teddy---by my ſoul but brown beſs and 
I muſt be better acquainted. Turn out your toes 
you taef, hold up your head, Sophy, [70 4 tall 
woman]---Chip holds up his head |---pay a little reſpe& 
friend Chip, don't you know the ladies are the lords 
of the creation and be damn'd to you, and now 
huzza for Old England and a thundering whack at 
drubbing Mounſier once more. | Exit with peaſants. 


D SCENE 
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SCENE LAST. 


A View of the Sea. 


| Repreſentation of the Raft. Figures ſeen in it very bufil 
employed. Fortifications on one fide of the Stage and 
Gun Boats on the other. Cannon firing. Drums 
beating, Sc. Sc. Small Engliſh Figures armed 
ſeen iſſuing from the Hills, St. Cannon fired from 
the Raft and returned from the Batteries and Gunboats, 
At length the Raft takes fire and blows up. 


[ All the characters enter huzzaing. 


Mons. MACHINE and FRENCH GAOLER /ugged in 
by O'BowLinG. 


O* Bow, Come here you two ill-looking thieves, 
ſo you muſt come a pilot catching after me and be 
damn'd to you---This is the ſign of the caſe is 
alter'd---you're ſober enough now my jewel, and 
we'll try to keep you fo, tho' you'll have plenty of 
meat, drink, board, and lodging, at other people's 
expence. | 

Machine. Ah mon incomparable invention ! dus 
I raiſe de grand machine for de Englis to knock all 
to pieces, 


Rivers. 


; 
, 
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Rivers. And I truſt every machine intended for 
the ſame purpoſe will meet a fimilar fate. 
Fanny. Ah! Patrick I can now no longeg conceal 


my affection, to your brave efforts I bear teſtimony. --- 
O*Bow. Arrah! Fanny! my little female with a 


mail coat on---came to my arms you rogue and give 


me a buſs. My limbs ache to be ſure at whacking 
away at them, but I haven't had a kiſs ſo long, my 
lips won't be tired of it for a twelvemonth to 
come. 

Chip. There! I told you, there's the daughter of 
a carfendow, as like me as one log to another. 
Paddy, my blade, you've my conſent. 


Buſy. And mine too---Fll make a fine ſpeech 
about it, her conſtancy, your love, my liberality, 
ſuch a ſtring of----- 


Of Bow. || looking out]. Stop, here's another ſtring 
to add to the thread of your diſcourſe. ------ 


Chip. Yes, a ſtring indeed (/ooking out) for they're 
all drawn up there in a line, the Mounſeer Com- 
mander in Chief has ſurrender'd, his troops are now 


grounding their arms, as unſucceſsfully employed 
againſt us 


O*Bow. As my Pllot-catching friends exertions 
againſt me---Jontlemen---(/0 Machine and Gaoler.) 
we've no objection if all of your kidney ſhould fol- 
low ſo good an example; ſo much for the Army of 


England. 


— 
— 
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England. By my ſoul, your countrymen will find 
our united efforts by Land and Sea will prove to 
be the True Army of England after all. 


FINALE. 


Rivers. 


Glad let's rejoice their threats no more 
Will agitate Old England's ſhore, | 
Bright beauty's fmile, 
Rewards our toll, 
Gay joy renews her reign, 


| Bvusr. ; 
Then in language join the ſportive lay, 
My voice, toot- a- toot, not a moment mute; 
Like bells ſhall ring, 
| A merry ding, ding, 
To the notes of our joyful ſtrain. 


OcBowLING, 


A long time hid in a dungeon's gloom, 
How my action wanted elbow room, 
But among fair play, 
I whack'd away, 
nd fait but J made em feel. 


FAN Nx. 


Fanny. 


Then in concert gay, join the ſportive lay, 
Each approving hand, will our thanks command, 
While the blythe bells ring, 
With a merry ding, ding, 
Crown our hopes with the glad'ning peal, 


IHE END, 


Publiſhed by F. Barker, Ruſſell — 
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